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Cleon. Happy that slave whom the fair foe

Ties in so soft a chain.
Ceha. Far happier I,, but that I know           ^~            15

Thou wilt break loose again.             _

Cleon. By thy immortal beauties, never!

Celia. Frail as thy love }s thine oath.
Cleon. Though beauty fade, my love lasts ever.

Celia. Time will destroy them both.                          20

Cleon. I dote not on thy snow-white skin.

Celia. What then ?    Cleon. Thy purer mind.
Celia. It lov'd too soon.    Cleon. Thou hadst not bin
So fair, if not so kind.

Celia   Oh strange vain fancy!    Cleon. But yet true.    25
Celia,. Prove it I    Cleon. Then make a braid
Of those loose flames that circle you,
My suns, and yet your shade.

Celia. Tis done.    CL Now give it me.    Cel. Thus thou

Shalt thine own error find;                             30

If these were beauties, I am now
Less fair, because more kind.

Cleon. You shall confess you err: that hair,

Shall it not change the hue,

Or leave the golden mountain bare?                   ^5

Celia. Ay me!  it is too true.

Cleon. But this small wreath shall ever stay

In its first native prime,
And smiling when the rest decay,

The triumphs sing of time.                             40

Celia. Then let me cut from thy fair grove

One branch, and let that be
An emblem of eternal love,
For such is mine to thee,

Cleon. Thus are we both redeem'd from time               45

I by thy grace.    Celia. And I
Shall live in thy immortal rhyme,
Until the Muses die.